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TEASER

INT. BOMB SHELTER - DATE UNKNOWN

A man stares into our eyes. There is darkness all around him. 
This is TOBEY (34), tall and confident. A natural leader.

TOBEY
You are the students of a great 
artform. One that teaches 
discipline, self-knowledge, 
communication, and bravery. Over 
the past four months, I have taught 
you everything I know.    

As we PULL BACK, five NERVOUS FIGURES sit at attention on 
either side of a cramped concrete room. They look sweaty and 
unkempt, their clothes filthy, as if worn for weeks. 

ALLAN (68), a grey-haired older gentleman, smiles pleasantly 
with his hand raised. 

TOBEY (CONT’D)
Question, Allan?

ALLAN
What artform is that, Tobey?

TOBEY
Improv. Improv, Allan. The thing 
we’ve been practicing every day.

ALLAN
Oh, oh! Yes, of course. Sorry.

Tobey continues with just a hint of resentment in his voice.

TOBEY
No one expected my Tuesday night 
beginner improv workshop to end up 
here, in a bomb shelter under my 
apartment building, fleeing nuclear 
fallout. No one expected to be 
trapped here for four long months. 
But today I look around, and I see 
that you’re ready. 

(Beat)
Which is why I’ve given you a name. 
A battle cry to unite you, to 
signify all you have been through. 
You are... Scone of the Dead. 

The “Scones” all turn to one another, absorbing this.



ALLAN
Really, Tobey? You think we’re 
ready to perform professionally?

TOBEY
(Scoffs)

No, Allan. Ready to go outside. 
Now, on my scouting mission, I was 
able to determine--

MORGAN (O.S.)
Three-armed mutants?! 

MORGAN (24), a doe-eyed young man of color, has his hand 
raised nervously.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
...I mean, I know they’re probably 
just like, a movie thing, but did 
you see any?

SEAN (O.S.)
That’s not how radiation works. 

SEAN (31), across from Morgan, taps his foot impatiently. He 
wears a white dress shirt with his hair gelled back, but is 
just as dirty and sweaty as the others.

SEAN (CONT’D)
Trust me, I watched an entire Nat 
Geo series about nukes.

KENDALL (30), confidently queer with a side shave and wearing 
thick-rimmed glasses, glares at Sean from across the benches.

KENDALL
Did one of your Finance District 
coke homies recommend that to you?

SEAN
Yeah, as a matter of fact.

The wraith-like ABBEY (23), wrapped up meekly in a grey 
peacoat, chimes in beside him.

ABBEY
I was actually wondering... um, 
nevermind, it’s a stupid question. 
I shouldn’t have brought it up.

SEAN
...You didn’t.

Allan, watching the chaos unfold, tries to intervene.
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ALLAN
Er, Tobey, please--tell us what you 
saw. We can handle it. Right all?

There’s a general shrugging and nodding in agreement. Tobey 
closes his eyes as if in pain, and takes a deep breath. 

TOBEY
Okay. I’ll give it to you straight. 

(Beat)
The city we called home is gone.  
The blast and the ensuing radiation 
seem to have wiped out around 90% 
of the population. Survivors have 
split into five tribal hordes, each 
in a different area of the city. 
All have turned to cannibalism for 
sustenance, and the Five Tribes are 
now embroiled in a kind of never-
ending gang war. Every day there 
are skirmishes in the streets, the 
winners feasting upon the losers. 

(A beat)
As for our loved ones, 
statistically speaking they are 
almost certainly dead. And even if 
they somehow survived the blast, 
toxic radiation will have dealt 
them a fate worse than death.  

Silence. Then, an ALL-OUT PANIC. Kendall SHOUTS “NO” over and 
over, Morgan CURLS INTO FETAL POSITION on the floor, and 
Abbey just SOBS QUIETLY in her lap. Sean PUNCHES THE WALL.

SEAN
GOD DAMMIT!!

TOBEY
Everyone, stay calm! I have a plan.

At “I have a plan,” they instantly STOP PANICKING AND LISTEN.

TOBEY (CONT’D)
While I was out scouting, I made a 
little discovery.

INT./EXT. TOBEY’S CAR - DAY [FLASHBACK]

Tobey wipes the window of a silver SEDAN, parked in an 
alleyway. The car is covered in soot but otherwise intact.
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TOBEY (V.O.) 
Morgan’s Kia Forte. With Kia’s 
patented Eco Mode fuel savings, 
there should be enough in the tank 
to get us out of here to safety.

(Quietly)
I, uh, used to own a Kia. 

THE BOMB SHELTER [PRESENT]

Tobey puts his hand on Morgan’s shoulder.

TOBEY
Sir, lend us your sporty hatchback?

Morgan looks up at Tobey apologetically, then at the group. 

MORGAN
Actually, it’s my mom’s sporty 
hatchback. And there’s bad news. I 
left the keys at the theatre.

Everyone GROANS in exasperation.

SEAN
Great. How the hell do we get past 
a fucking horde of cannibals?

TOBEY
How? Haven’t you learned anything 
in the past four months? Look.

Tobey grins. He smiles at each of them as he mentions them.

TOBEY (CONT’D)
How did Morgan learn to stop 
worrying about what others think? 

(Morgan gulps nervously)
How did Abbey learn how to take the 
stage boldly, without fear? 

(Abbey hides in her coat)
How did Kendall and Sean learn how 
to listen actively to one another? 

(They trade death stares)
And how did Allan delay the cold 
touch of death a little bit longer?

(Allan’s smile wavers)
How, you ask? We do what we always 
do. We improvise.

ROLL OPENING CREDITS.

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE

EXT. BLOOR STREET WEST - DAY

A hellscape. HUMAN SKULLS lay piled all over a CITY STREET. 
BURNT-OUT CARS sit rusting like mechanical skeletons. 

TOBEY’S HEAD peeps out from behind a pile of skulls, scanning 
the street. He turns back and motions to the five 
improvisers, who SCAMPER to follow him.

TOBEY
Scones! Flank on all sides! Classic 
Harold formation! 

The improvisers spread out into 3 SETS OF PAIRS: Kendall and 
Abbey flank left, Tobey and Allan hook right, and Sean darts 
past Morgan through the center. 

Blocking their path across the street are TWO BURNT-OUT VANS 
with a NARROW GAP in between them.

SEAN
(Diehard-style)

To infinity and beyond, booyah!

Sean takes a running start and does an unnecessary but 
impressive BARREL ROLL through the gap between the vans. 

ABBEY
(Watching)

Wow.

KENDALL
Gross.

MORGAN
(Whispers to himself)

...To infinity and beyond, booyah.

Morgan goes for the same barrel roll--and TRIPS clumsily over 
his own feet as he dives. His foot knocks an ALUMINUM CAN.

CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. Everyone WINCES at the sound. 

DOWN THE STREET - SIMULTANEOUS

A mangy GOLDEN RETRIEVER sniffs through the wreckage. At the 
“CLANG,” its ears lift and it spots the improvisers. 

It GROWLS, baring RAZOR-SHARP TEETH, then JOLTS toward them.
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MORGAN (CONT’D)
Is that a golden retriever?

SEAN
Yeah, and I think it wants to 
retrieve you.

They all rush into an adjacent ALLEYWAY. Morgan, however, 
freezes in fear as he stares at the dog coming toward him.

TOBEY
(To Morgan, quickly)

Morgan, move it!

The dog BARRELS DOWN THE STREET, mouth watering, eyes trained 
on its target. Tobey rifles through the pack of SUPPLIES.

The dog is closing in on Morgan. Twenty feet. Ten feet. Five 
feet. Just as it leaps up and POUNCES on its victim--

KLUNK. A large cube of PROCESSED MEAT flies into its mouth. 
The dog lands next to Morgan, tearing away at its dinner. 
Morgan looks up in shock at Tobey, who holds a tin of SPAM.

TOBEY (CONT’D)
Lesson number one--there are no bad 
offers, only bad attitudes.

(To Morgan)
Now, unfreeze!

Morgan SNAPS OUT OF IT. They all run through the alleyway.

EXT. THE NASTY NEWT THEATRE - CONTINUOUS

A stylish sign reads: THE NASTY NEWT, LIVE COMEDY THEATRE.

Below it, the street is a grim landscape of SKELETONS lying 
all over, along with downed POWER LINES and more BURNT-OUT 
CARS. The six improvisers run frantically to the door.

TOBEY
Scones, inside!

INT. SECOND FLOOR LANDING - CONTINUOUS

The Scones reach the top of a flight of stairs and try to 
catch their breath. Morgan looks visibly traumatized. 

KENDALL
Pretty sure that was my neighbor’s 
dog, Ruby. She was cuter before she 
had the taste of human flesh.
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Tobey tries the door. Nope. 

TOBEY
Locked. We need the spare key. 
Everyone look around, it should be 
somewhere on the landing!

They begin hunting around in various nooks for it. 

ALLAN
I found it!

They all SPIN towards Allan. Allan holds up... nothing. But 
he beams at them with joy.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
Let’s give it a try, shall we?

(Pause)
(Then, coaching them)

Yes, let’s!  

They all just stare at Allan in disbelief. SEAN stares at the 
door like he’s about to go MMA on it.

SEAN
Break it down.

MORGAN
What? No! That would ruin the 
entire plan!

SEAN
Enough talk. Time for action.

KENDALL steps right up to Sean.

KENDALL
You’ll have to get through me 
first, Schwarzenegger.

SEAN
You got a better idea?

KENDALL
Yeah. Stop trying to terminate the 
door and find the spare key like 
civilized people.

Very faintly, far off in the distance, the sound of DRUMMING. 
Only ABBEY is observant enough to notice it.

ABBEY 
(Meekly)

Um... guys? I think-
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No one is listening. Kendall gets right up in Sean’s grill. 
There’s a subdued rage in her voice that is terrifying.

KENDALL
What’s this little outburst about, 
Sean? You sad you couldn’t see the 
Dave Matthews Band one last time?

SEAN
(Staring ahead)

Just trust me, I’m a stockbroker. 
I’m good in crisis situations. 

KENDALL 
Did you just say the words, “Trust 
me, I’m a stockbroker?” Do you even 
listen to yourself talk?

SEAN
No, but all three-hundred-and-eight 
subscribers to my podcast do.

KENDALL
Pfft! I guarantee you most of those 
are right-wing bots.

Sean tenses up at this. Kendall gets even more up in his 
grill. Their noses are practically touching now. 

SEAN
(Ready to explode)

If you were a dude, I’d fight you.

KENDALL
You wanna go? I’ll whoop your ass!

SEAN
Sure, hit me. Then I’m obligated as 
a Muay Thai master to disarm you.

KENDALL
Oh yeah? Disarm this.

She SHOVES him. He shakes his head, about to lose it, and 
gets right back in her face. Their noses are touching.

SEAN
Don’t test me! Just don’t!

KENDALL (CONT'D)
It’s on bro! Make a move!

ABBEY
SHUT UP!! JUST SHUT UP FOR ONE 
GODDAMN SECOND, WILL YOU?!

They all stare at Abbey. She seems to have their attention.
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ABBEY (CONT’D)
Just... listen.

They all listen. The TRIBAL DRUMS have gotten much louder.

Instantly, Sean sidesteps Kendall and SHOULDER SLAMS the 
door. The hinges SNAP and the door falls right into the room. 
KLUNK. Sean sneers at Kendall as they all rush in.

INT. LOBBY OF THE NASTY NEWT - CONTINUOUS

Inside, the lobby of the theatre is in shambles. The floor-
space is a mess of toppled chairs, broken glass, and ticket 
rolls. The DRUMMING grows louder still.

TOBEY
Let’s lift this door!

ONLY ALLAN
Yes, let’s! 

Together, the six of them lift the door and push it back into 
the doorway. The sound of FEET RUSHING UP THE STAIRS, along 
with vicious, animalistic GRUNTS. 

TOBEY
Push!

They all push the door against its frame, bracing just in 
time for a huge THUMP from outside. The unseen attackers HISS 
at each other, their words indistinguishable.

TOBEY (CONT’D)
Hold steady!

Another huge THUMP. The improvisers recoil a few inches.

More HISSING. Then, finally, SILENCE. The footsteps FADE DOWN 
THE STAIRCASE. The improvisers breathe a sigh of relief.

ABBEY
Fuck. We made it.

ALLAN
And we did it together. All thanks 
to your guidance, Tobey.

Allan shakes Tobey’s hand eagerly. Tobey looks out at them.

TOBEY
You see? This is the life lesson 
that improv teaches us. 

(MORE)
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When we work together, combining 
our unique skills to seize every 
opportunity, nothing, nothing can 
tear us apart.

Out of nowhere, a sudden THRUST against the door. It SWINGS 
open where Tobey has loosened his grip. Two pairs of FILTHY, 
SPINDLY HANDS reach through, GRAB TOBEY by the shoulders and 
legs, and begin to PULL HIM THROUGH THE GAP. 

The other improvisers rush to save him.

EVERYONE
TOBEY!

TOBEY
NO! NO! OH GOD NO!!

They scramble to pull Tobey out of the attackers’ grip, but 
it’s too late. Tobey DISAPPEARS through the doorway. More 
hands reach through, grabbing at them. 

SEAN
Let him go! Push! 

Frantically, they push the door against the frame once more. 
On the other side, SHRIEKS OF CELEBRATION over Tobey’s 
SCREAMS OF TERROR as they carry him away. 

TOBEY 
AGHH!! OH GOD NO!! AGHH!!

The shrieks FADE OUT. They look at each other in shock.

SEAN
Dibs on his rations!

BLACK OUT.

END OF ACT ONE

TOBEY (CONT'D)
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ACT TWO

In the darkness, an ORCHESTRAL FLOURISH, led by a rollicking 
PIANO LINE. It builds to a very BROADWAY OPENING NUMBER chord 
progression. From another world, we hear a child singing.

LITTLE GIRL (O.S.)
I’m Suzie Special...

INT. DARK STAGE - NIGHT

AN ADORABLE LITTLE GIRL (8 years old) is onstage, singing.

LITTLE GIRL
...And I’m a special little 
girllll. You best believe meeeee. 
I’m headed for the top of the 
worldddd. Belieeeeeve meeeeee!

Silence. Then, RAPTUROUS APPLAUSE. The little girl waves.

But something is wrong. The house lights go up, revealing 
GAUNT FACES, TATTERED CLOTHING, BLOODSHOT EYES. Cannibals.

They RUSH the stage. Suddenly, the little girl has become the 
grown-up ABBEY. 

The cannibals are upon her. Abbey SCREAMS. One of them opens 
her mouth wide to reveal SHARPENED YELLOW TEETH, which SINK 
INTO ABBEY’S THROAT.

INT. LOBBY OF THE NASTY NEWT - MORNING

Abbey JOLTS up out of sleep, almost colliding with a 
crouching Morgan, who STUMBLES backward. 

ABBEY
Fuck! Shit! Ohhh my god.

MORGAN
Woah, woah! Hey it’s just me!

MORGAN (CONT’D)
I didn’t mean to surprise you...

She gives him a look like, “Don’t even.” Around her, 
makeshift bedspreads line the floor. They’re all empty.

ABBEY
Where is everyone?

MORGAN
Uh... morning practice.

CUT TO:
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INT. MAINSTAGE OF THE NASTY NEWT - MOMENTS LATER

Sean, Kendall, and Allan are gathered on the small mainstage 
in the performance space. Abbey and Morgan enter.

SEAN
(To Abbey)

Rise and shine, Hermione!

ABBEY
Please... stop calling me that.

SEAN
Sorry, forgot nicknames are 
problematic now. 

ABBEY
(Remembers)

The car keys!

MORGAN
We can’t find them.

ABBEY
What?! Seriously?!

SEAN
Easy, Abbey. This whole escape plan 
was a little absurd from the start. 

(Beat)
Okay, let’s start with clap focus!

Sean CLAPS like a gunshot, as if to shock everyone into 
attentiveness. Abbey stands in disbelief.

ABBEY
So we’re just going to-?

SEAN
Do improv warm-ups until I think of 
a new plan? Yep, you got it.

Abbey glares at Sean while the clap exchange continues 
precariously. When it returns to Sean, he does the same 
GUNSHOT CLAP to Morgan.

Morgan doesn’t even see it. He’s staring at his shoes, which 
are spattered with DRIED BLOOD.

INT. LOBBY AREA - THE DAY BEFORE [FLASHBACK]

Morgan watches as the cannibal’s talon-like fingernails DIG 
INTO TOBEY’S LEG, exposed by his shorts. 
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TOBEY 
(Shrieks)

Yeaghh!

Specks of blood spray out and land on Morgan’s shoes. Morgan 
is frozen in horror as Tobey gets yanked through the door.

SEAN (O.S.)
Morgan! Yo buddy, look alive!

THE MAINSTAGE [PRESENT]

Morgan looks around sadly. He lifts his hands, but instead of 
passing the clap, just flops forward on his knees.

MORGAN
I can’t do this you guys. 

SEAN
Sure you can. Take one hand and 
smack it against the other.

KENDALL
What are you, a psycho? 

SEAN
No, I’m doing what Tobey would have 
wanted. Remember his whole spiel 
about practicing every day?

MORGAN
(Breaks down)

Oh God! He’s- he’s-!

Morgan descends into sobbing. Abbey goes over to comfort him, 
emotions gradually pouring out of her too.

ABBEY
Don’t cry, Morgan. Sure, Tobey was 
our mentor... our only hope of 
survival... a great leader to us 
all... Oh God, WHY TOBEY WHY?!

SEAN
Pfft. “Great leader?” We paid the 
guy ten bucks to teach us improv 
for an hour. 

ABBEY
He saved our lives!

13.



SEAN
Nooo, he strategically let us into 
his bomb shelter so we wouldn’t 
tell everyone else about it.

KENDALL
Is that what you tell yourself, you 
living glob of penis envy?

SEAN
(Pacing angrily)

Just keep swimming, just keep 
swimming...

Abbey, hearing this, wipes her tears and stares at Sean. 

ABBEY
Wait... what did you just say?

SEAN
Nothing. Something I tell myself 
when idiots get in my face.

ABBEY
“Just keep swimming.” Like Dory in 
Finding Nemo, right?

SEAN
(Suddenly defensive)

Pfft. Uh, yeah, I guess that’s 
where it “originated.”

ABBEY
I... I know you, don’t I?

Everyone looks at Abbey. Sean seems suddenly nervous.

SEAN
You’re obviously confusing me for-

KENDALL
Shhh-shut up, Sean. Abbey, we’re 
intrigued. Please continue.

Abbey continues, gaining confidence as she meets Sean right 
in the center of the stage. 

ABBEY
When I was a kid, I was in this 
club called Disney Dinner Parties. 
It was basically just a bunch of 
little girls from the area having a 
sleepover together and watching 
Disney movies.

14.



She comes to face Sean, who is red with embarrassment.

ABBEY (CONT’D)
Except for one kid. Well, not a 
kid. A teenage boy. He was weird, 
yet so genuine in his love for 
everything Disney. For years, this 
kid added a layer of awkward, 
misplaced hormonal aggression to 
our dinner parties. And his self-
described “calling card” was that 
he would cram as many Disney quotes 
as he could into everyday life.

MORGAN
(Repeating)

“To infinity and beyond, booyah.” 

ABBEY
Toy Story and The Emperor’s New 
Groove, in a single catchphrase.

There’s a stunned silence from the rest of the improvisers.

KENDALL
So you’re saying Sean is a...

ABBEY
I don’t know what he is. But I do 
know that somewhere deep inside of 
Sean--somewhere beyond the layers 
of ego and greed and self-obsession-
-he’s got a heart.

Sean and Abbey lock eyes. For the first time, Sean looks 
terrified. He stammers... then, unable to speak, tries to 
start another GUNSHOT CLAP to Allan. It doesn’t work.

THE LOBBY - SIMULTANEOUS

The lobby door, which the improvisers have propped up on its 
hinges, CREAKS OPEN. A PRY BAR appears and two men creep in.  

They are AHNOUD (LATE 30s) and TAYNE (EARLY 40s). While 
Ahnoud is a lean, sassy man with a ponytail, Tayne is built 
like a human boulder. Each wields a RUSTED MACHETE.

They are clad ridiculously in hockey helmets and shoulder 
pads. Both wear a red cloth over their “chest-plates” with 
the insignia “BLOODHOUNDS” and the shape of a hound beneath.

AHNOUD
Shhhh.
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TAYNE
Oopsies.

They giggle as they PEER IN through the theatre door window.

THE MAINSTAGE

The improvisers are now playing “Red Ball,” a variation on 
Clap Focus in which an imaginary ball is added into the mix.

Sean SPINS quickly and launches a baseball pitch at full 
speed, straight at Kendall.

SEAN
Blue ball!

Like a true improviser, Kendall takes the ball, SMACK, in the 
face. Her head WHIPS backward with the impact.

KENDALL
Agh, fuck! 

SEAN
(Sarcastically)

Whoops, thought you were ready.

Kendall stares at Sean, studying his motives.

KENDALL
You trying to save face now that we 
all know your little secret, Sean? 

SEAN
(Quickly)

You trying to forget about how your 
girlfriend dumped you right before 
the nuclear apocalypse?

This SETS KENDALL OFF. She grabs the invisible blue ball from 
where it ‘landed’ on the floor, and immediately WHIPS IT at 
Sean. SMACK. Right in the groin. He SHRIEKS in pain.

THE AUDIENCE DOOR

At the door, the two cannibals step away from the window and 
lower their machetes. Far from brutal savages, they are 
refined, classy, and irrepressibly playful.

AHNOUD
The dark-skinned guy is cute. 

TAYNE
He’s so your type.
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AHNOUD
King Rafe is gonna love them. I 
can’t wait to watch ‘em squirm.

TAYNE
(Seductively)

Ugh, you know how hot I get when 
you talk dirty assassin to me.

Ahnoud smirks, and they MAKE OUT passionately. They get up 
and push one another through the door, still going at it.

IN THE AUDITORIUM - CONTINUOUS

Morgan is the first to spot the two machete-wielding men as 
they love-tumble into the theatre, then pretend to be 
surprised to see the improvisers.

MORGAN
Uhh, guys?!

AHNOUD
Oh, hi, um, are you done in here? 
Because Tayne and I actually have 
the space booked right now.

The two cannibals both BURST OUT LAUGHING. The improvisers 
are frozen, eyes fixed on the machetes.

AHNOUD (CONT’D)
Just a little joke to ease the 
tension. Now please, don’t panic--

The Scones enter an INSTANT PANIC, scampering pathetically to 
all corners of the stage in an attempt to hide.

AHNOUD (CONT’D)
(To Tayne)

I tried.

TAYNE
You tried.

AHNOUD
SILENCE!

Ahnoud HACKS THE FLOOR with his machete: BOOM. Everyone 
freezes once again. In the silence, Ahnoud and Tayne stalk 
with warlike stares to the foot of the stage. 

AHNOUD (CONT’D)
That’s a little better. 

(Becoming casual again)
As I was saying, no need to panic. 

(MORE)
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We are assassins sent by His 
Majesty King Rafe to slaughter you. 

The improvisers all LURCH AWAY from them instinctively. 
Ahnoud raises his machete again as a warning, freezing them.

AHNOUD (CONT’D)
Uh uh uh. The next person who moves 
loses a digit.

(Continues)
Now, although we were sent to 
slaughter you, there’s good news. 
Your lives will be extended!

TAYNE
Life extensions, ay-oooo!

AHNOUD
You see, our people--the Bloor West 
Bloodhounds--desire many things. 
Not only food, but also fools and 
gladiators for their entertainment.

TAYNE
Nothing good on Netflix anymore.

(Winks at them)

AHNOUD
The issue is, we’re perpetually 
running low on talent. Bloodsport 
has a very high turnover rate.

TAYNE
That’s showbiz for you.

AHNOUD
Which is where you five come in. We 
could use a fresh batch of... 
whatever you call yourselves.

(Beat)
So, whadya say?

TAYNE
Ahnoud, that is so twisted of you 
to pretend like they have a choice.

(Beat)
I’m very into it.

They MAKE OUT again, their machetes still held. The Scones 
exchange looks of TERROR. We hear DRUMMING as we CUT TO:

AHNOUD (CONT’D)
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EXT. CITY PARK - LATER THAT DAY

A makeshift guerrilla-style encampment, set up on the grass 
outside of a community center building.

There are canvas tents (barracks) on one side, and picnic 
tables (mess hall) on the other. In the center of it all is a 
huge, fortress-like, heavily-guarded JUNGLE GYM.

We see that a concrete pathway leading to the jungle gym is 
lined with ROWDY TRIBESPEOPLE. Ahnoud and Tayne are leading 
the improvisers into the camp like military spoils.

EXT. THE MAIN PATHWAY - CONTINUOUS

The improvisers’ hands are bound with rope. They glance to 
their left and right in abject horror. On either side, dozens 
of TRIBESPEOPLE dressed in rags ridicule them mercilessly.

Morgan appears to be PRAYING under his breath. Sean is 
GLANCING AROUND wildly past the strange denizens. He elbows 
Morgan with annoyance.

SEAN
(Quietly)

Shut up, I’m trying to scout out an 
escape route. Saw this on a show 
about POWs in ‘Nam.

MORGAN
(Muttering)

Please don’t let the dude of color 
die first this time. Please.

Behind them, Kendall is trying to comfort Abbey.

KENDALL
The most important thing we can do 
is to stay calm.

Up ahead, Kendall sees two MOTORCYCLES pull in. A WOMAN 
removes her helmet, her hair whipping majestically in the 
wind. This is IRIS (32). Kendal FREEZES in shock.

The other rider, a tall, muscular woman in battle gear, RAVEN 
(29), approaches and razzes Iris. They share a HOT KISS.

KENDALL (CONT’D)
Son of a bitch!

ABBEY
I thought you said we should-

19.



KENDALL
Fuck that, I got business here now!

Behind them, Allan is smiling wide and addressing the 
tribespeople like he’s an honored guest.

ALLAN
Thanks! Thank you! I look forward 
to improvising with you all.

EXT. THE JUNGLE GYM - CONTINUOUS

They arrive at a large PLAY STRUCTURE. Atop the high central 
platform, a man wearing a RED CAPE and PLASTIC CROWN, KING 
RAFE (47), sits on a lawn chair and stares at a CLIPBOARD. 

Ahnoud approaches the base of the play structure formally.

AHNOUD
Presenting... Scone of the Dead. 
Fools for your perusal, King Rafe.

King Rafe hands his clipboard to a young MANSERVANT (23), and 
offers a dim smile to the five newcomers as he studies them. 

KING RAFE
Hey you guys, thanks for coming 
out. Listen, are you thirsty? You 
must be thirsty.

(To Manservant)
Scott, can we get these guys some 
distilled piss-water? 

MORGAN
Sorry, it sounded like you just 
said ‘piss-water’?

King Rafe drinks from an ornate glass. “Scott” goes off to 
get more glasses.

KING RAFE
Slightly tannic. It’s fantastic. 
You’re gonna love it.

(Repeating)
Scott, five piss-waters!

KENDALL
Ew, fuck no. 

MORGAN
Why is anyone drinking piss, man, 
that’s gross!
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SEAN
He just said it was sterile. 

KING RAFE
(Leaning back)

So, Ahnoud and Tayne tell me you 
got some good comedy material. 

The improvisers glance at each other in silence. Ahnoud 
SPANKS Sean with his machete: “Tell him.”

SEAN
Uh... yeah. We do improv.

KING RAFE
Improv? No shit! I used to do 
Theatresports at the Nasty Newt for 
years and years!

SEAN
(Studying his face)

Wait. Gary Rafeman? From Sky Pigs?

KING RAFE
Aw shucks, you’ve heard of me.

SEAN
Dude, your shows literally inspired 
me to do improv! Why’d you stop?!

KING RAFE
Ah, life gets in the way. Law 
school, career stuff. Got married, 
had kids. The whole shebang. 

Scott the Manservant returns and whispers in King Rafe’s ear.

KING RAFE (CONT’D)
Really? Right now? 

(To them)
Sorry guys, I’m due at the torture 
pit to disembowel some traitors.

MORGAN
So... you’re not gonna eat us?

KING RAFE
Eat you? Hell no! You’re headlining 
the show tonight. You got a big 
future here if you stick around.

The Scones all exchange looks of stunned relief. 
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KING RAFE (CONT’D)
Just pick a sacrifice.

Instantly, they all tense up again and stare at Rafe.

SEAN
What do you mean, “sacrifice?”

KING RAFE
I mean, let us know by tonight who 
you could do without. If you guys 
win, ya get the royal treatment! If 
you lose, we’ll slit their throat 
and serve ‘em for dinner.

(Getting up)
Break a leg tonight! 

King Rafe descends from the jungle gym and heads off toward a 
SMOKING PIT with Scott in tow. The Scones are speechless 
except for Sean, who watches King Rafe go with glee.

SEAN
(Smirking)

Gary Rafeman. No shit!

EXT. PICNIC TABLE - LATER

At a picnic table in the “mess hall,” the five Scones sit 
eating canned baby corn and chickpeas. Their lunch.

MORGAN
So, we for sure can’t just run 
away, right? Cause they’d find us 
and... Yeah, just lost my appetite.

KENDALL
Hell, we could try. But even if we 
figure out where your mom’s car 
keys are... it’s way across town. 

(Thinking)
You think Uber is still a thing?

SEAN
No, no, we should take the risk and 
perform. Besides, let’s be honest. 
We could afford to skim down a bit.

Abbey, sitting on the grass nearby, FLINCHES at this. 

SEAN (CONT’D)
Has no one here seen Man vs. Wild? 
Improvise. Adapt. Overcome. 

(MORE)
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Not all of us can improvise, so we 
need to adapt in order to overcome.

Without warning, Abbey gets up and WALKS OFF. No one notices 
at first as Kendall gets up, shaking her head. 

MORGAN
What do you mean by ‘adapt’?

SEAN
I mean, we need an intensive, all-
day rehearsal, starting now. Like 
how the brokers would gather in the 
war room when the NASDAQ went down!

KENDALL
That’s it. I’m going for a walk 
before I go Tangled on Sean’s ass.

Sean winces at the Disney reference. Morgan spots Abbey 
across the field.

MORGAN
Shit. Abbey. I’m gonna go talk to 
her. Don’t throw out my baby corn!

Morgan hurries after Abbey, leaving only Allan and Sean. 
Awkward silence. Allan looks at Sean as if pitying him.

ALLAN
I liked the movie Toy Story.

SEAN
Let’s not.

EXT. COMMUNITY CENTER ENTRANCE - A MINUTE LATER

A spray-painted sign reads: BLOOR WEST BLOODHOUNDS. Below it, 
a DOG FOAMING AT THE MOUTH. Kendall stands below the sign.

KENDALL
How adorable.

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Kendall enters a LARGE ATRIUM full of CANNIBALS. Most are 
gathered around a LARGE MAP OF TORONTO; others sharpen 
machetes on GRINDSTONES; a group of children are gathered 
around a woman in a shawl selling adorable MINI-MACHETES.

SEAN (CONT’D)
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KENDALL
Since when do people own machetes 
in Toronto?

Kendall walks through the TURNSTILE, causing a loud DING. 
Everyone--like, everyone--turns to look. 

From within the crowd, the motorcycle-riding woman from 
before steps out. They lock eyes longingly.

KENDALL (CONT’D)
Iris.

Iris, tearing up, RUSHES OFF down a nearby hallway. Kendall 
follows, also on the brink of tears, shoving awkwardly past 
the cannibals as they stare. 

KENDALL (CONT’D)
What, never seen a grown queer lady 
cry before? Move!

INT. BASEMENT HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

In the basement, Iris hurries down the hallway and enters an 
unmarked room. Kendall watches her go in.

INT. WEAPON STORAGE ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Kendall steps through the doorway.

KENDALL
Iris?

A shadow moves behind her, and suddenly there’s a KNIFE at 
Kendall’s throat. Kendal GULPS.

IRIS
(From behind)

Why have you come back? Revenge? 
Blackmail?... Hunger?

KENDALL
No... I’m still in love with you.

Iris lowers the knife, and pivots to face Kendall. 

IRIS
Really? Shit.
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EXT. THE HOCKEY RINK - SAME

Morgan catches up with Abbey just as she is passing a large 
outdoor HOCKEY RINK adjacent to the community center. 

MORGAN
Abbey! Hey, wait up!

Abbey shakes her head, doesn’t turn. Morgan is beside her.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
Why’d you run off?

ABBEY
Just... avoiding the embarrassment 
of being voted onto a dinner plate. 

MORGAN
Come on, no one is getting voted 
out like that. Why would it be you?

She finally faces him.

ABBEY
Because I can’t hold my own in a 
conversation, let alone a scene. 
Let’s face it: I need improv more 
than improv needs me. I’m 
disposable.

Morgan shakes his head.

MORGAN
Look. Abbey. These past 48 hours 
have been the most fucked up of my 
entire life. In all likelihood, I’m 
gonna be slaughtered and eaten by a 
bunch of hungry scavengers. But if 
there’s one thing I know, it’s that 
you are not disposable.

Their eyes meet. They drift, ever so slowly, together, their 
eyes closing, lips pursed. 

TOBEY (O.S.)
Cause when we work together--when 
we combine our strengths--no one, 
no one can stop us!

Their eyes open, and they pull back, stunned. The VOICE OF 
TOBEY is unmistakeable, coming from within the hockey rink. 
They scramble to a small slit between two planks.
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INSIDE THE RINK

At the center of the concrete, FIVE RAGGED PEOPLE stand 
around TOBEY, who proselytizes with a HOCKEY STICK atop a 
wooden crate. He works masterfully on each one as he speaks.

TOBEY
A few hours ago, you were savages. 
Prisoners of war who had never even 
seen an improv show. Now, you are 
professionals. Michael, making bold 
character choices. Ellen, looking 
out for her teammates.

ABBEY
(To Morgan)

I don’t believe it.

TOBEY
Now who are we? Say it loud!

PRISONERS
Captive Crunch!

They do a GROUP HIGH FIVE, and break out into BATTLE CRIES. 

ABBEY
But... group-fives were our thing.

MORGAN
Looks like we need a new thing.

THE STORAGE ROOM

Iris seems torn as she takes a good look at her former lover. 
She nods toward the open door.

IRIS
The door.

Kendall pivots toward the door, and closes it. When she turns 
back... Iris hasn’t moved.

KENDALL
Huh. Thought that was a moment.

(Laughs)
You know, I close the door, then 
when I turn back, you lay it on me 
thick just like old times? 

IRIS
Kay, this isn’t some Max Max-
inspired fantasy. We’ve all made 
sacrifices in order to survive.
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KENDALL
What the hell does that mean?

IRIS
I’ve been forced to... adapt.

KENDALL
(It slowly dawns on her)

You went cannibal?... Iris!!

IRIS
Human flesh is full of essential 
nutrients! Plus, have you ever 
actually tasted a man’s kidney?

KENDALL
I can’t say I have.

IRIS
Well they’re fucking delicious.

A beat. Kendall shrugs, undeterred.

KENDALL
Okay. So you eat people now. What 
does that have to do with... us?

A BOOM as the door is KICKED OPEN. The GOTHIC WARRIOR WOMAN 
(RAVEN) walks in, glancing around. Kendall’s face drops.

RAVEN
There you are, babe! You had me 
kicking down doors all over this 
place. Who’s your friend?

IRIS
(Stammers)

Um. Raven, meet Kendall. We dated. 
A long time ago. She does improv.

Raven gives Kendall’s hand two POWERFUL YANKS. Kendall glares 
at Iris: what the fuck?

RAVEN
Improv! What a coincidence! We were 
just about to go watch some shitty 
improvisers die.

Raven wraps a buff arm around Iris. Instant mutual hatred.

RAVEN (CONT’D)
(Devilish smile)

Ah, just fuckin’ with you, Kenzie. 
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KENDALL
It’s Kendall.

RAVEN
Right, Kindle. Ready to go, babe?

IRIS
Haha, yeah. You coming... or are 
Bloodsports too much for you?

KENDALL
(Seething)

Oh, I’ll be there.

As Iris and Raven leave, Iris turns back with a REGRETFUL 
LOOK, but walks on. Kendall, shaking with anger, turns to the 
pile of MACHETES in the center of the room and GRABS ONE. 

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

EXT. JUNGLE GYM - EVENING

Dozens of cannibals are excitedly amassing at King Rafe’s 
Palace for the big show. We PAN ACROSS the field to:

EXT. PARK WASHROOM BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

A small concrete building with metal doors, painted green. A 
wooden plank nailed to the outer wall reads: “GREEN ROOM.”

THE GREEN ROOM

In what looks to be the men’s washroom, Sean and Allan sit 
against the wall. The door opens. It’s Abbey and Morgan.

SEAN
Where the hell have you guys been?

Before Morgan can answer, the door opens again, and Kendall 
enters. She pulls the machete out of her waistband.

MORGAN
Whoa, you stole a machete! Wait, 
why did you steal a machete?

KENDALL
Personal use. Don’t worry about it.

Far off, they hear the sound of a HORN being blown.

MORGAN
(Sadly)

This is when Tobey would have given 
us a pep talk.

Sean perks up at this. He steps forward. Everyone watches him 
with doubtful looks on their faces.

SEAN
A great man once said that survival 
can be summed up in three words: 
Never. Give. Up.

MORGAN
Was it Bear Grylls?

Sean double-takes at Morgan.

SEAN
...Yes.
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KENDALL
God, Sean. Is there not a single 
person you respect who doesn’t 
grapple with panthers for a living?

MORGAN
We better go. I heard latecomers 
get their spleens ripped out.

Sean looks around desperately. They’re still terrified. He 
sighs deeply, then continues, suddenly sweet and expressive.

SEAN
Okay. How about this one... You’re 
braver than you believe. 

(Abbeys eyes brighten)
Stronger than you seem.

(Morgan sits up)
Worth more than you know.

(Kendall blinks)
And smarter than you think.

(Allan beams)

A wave of calm and confidence seems to pass through the room. 

MORGAN
Was that Bear Grylls too?

SEAN
Nope. Winnie the Pooh. The only 
bear I ever really needed.

As Sean says this, he looks to Abbey, who SMILES. 

SEAN (CONT’D)
Now, who are we?!

EVERYONE
Scone of the dead.

SEAN
I can’t hear you!

EVERYONE
SCONE OF THE DEAD!

SEAN
It’s showtime.

THE PATHWAY

Sean walks ahead of the Scones as they stride up the pathway. 
Allan stops short and POINTS up ahead.
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ALLAN
Look!

Across the path, TOBY is leading CAPTIVE CRUNCH towards them. 
As he reaches the Scones, Tobey raises his HOCKEY STICK, and 
his followers HALT in a line: a mirror image.

TOBEY
(Bitterly)

Oh, hello. Fancy meeting you here.

ALLAN
Tobey, thank god you’re alive!

Allan steps toward Tobey to go for a hug, overjoyed. Tobey 
shuns him with a JAB of his hockey stick.

TOBEY
Get back, I say!

MORGAN
We thought you were dead, dude!

TOBEY
Right, because getting carried off 
by cannibals automatically means 
they kill you? Like how they didn’t 
kill you? Come on!

ALLAN
We’re so sorry, Tobey, we-!

TOBEY
(Mocking him)

We’re sorry! It’s too late now. Get 
ready to watch some real improv.

(To his troupe)
Captive Crunch, to your positions.

The members of Captive Crunch strut towards the jungle gym, 
where a crowd of tribespeople sits on woodchips. Tobey starts 
RALLYING THE CROWD, waving his hockey stick like a brute.

MORGAN
We’re gonna die.

THE JUNGLE GYM - TEN MINUTES LATER

Onstage, Tobey pretends to STIR four other teammates inside a 
giant cauldron, like some cannibalistic warlock. MICHAEL 
(40s) from the hockey rink seems to be playing his sidekick.

31.



TOBEY
Hope ya like my “Dentist al Dente!”

MICHAEL
I can taste the fluoride!

(Both together)
Annnnd, scene!

The cannibals GO WILD, STABBING THE AIR with their machetes. 
Tobey leads his minions off-stage, past the Scones.

TOBEY
(To the Scones)

Hear that? That’s called playing 
your audience. Take notes.

The Scones wince at this, their confidence clearly shaken.

ALLAN
I feel so guilty. And yet I also 
want to destroy him.

A low DRUMROLL comes from the stage pit.

SEAN
That’s us.

THE STAGE PIT

As they take the stage, Abbey stares out at the sea of 
cannibals with machetes at the ready. Her nightmare.

The rest of the Scones are frozen too. In the awkward 
silence, someone BOOS them. Then, more BOOS. 

AUDIENCE MEMBER
Do something!

The heckling RINGS through Abbey’s ears. She steps backward, 
overwhelmed. Then, to her left, she spots MORGAN. He’s 
shivering with terror. 

ABBEY
No.

Suddenly, to everyone’s shock, Abbey strides to the front of 
the stage. The audience quiets, watching her next move.

ABBEY (CONT’D)
(Like a warrior)

We need a suggestion of an object 
you use in your daily life!
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Grizzled voices ring out from all corners of the audience: 
“Machete!” “Sawed-off shotgun!” “Garotte wire!” “Lead pipe!” 

ABBEY (CONT’D)
Um... maybe an object that isn’t a 
killing weapon?

INSTANT, VICIOUS BOOING. Abbey flinches at the aggression.

ABBEY (CONT’D)
Okay, uh... “garotte wire.”

Allan and Morgan step forward while the other Scones form 
wings on either side. Allan pulls tight on two invisible 
handles as if conjuring a garotte wire. Then, hesitating, he 
twangs it like a musical instrument.

ALLAN
(To Morgan)

Look son, I built a guitar!

Morgan stares at the “guitar,” impressed.

MORGAN
Cool, dad! I’m gonna build my own!

As Morgan pretends to start string his own guitar, the crowd 
starts booing again in disappointment. 

AUDIENCE MEMBER
What the hell is this?! Kill him!!

As if to punctuate this command, someone flings a MACHETE at 
the stage. It lands with a THWACK a couple of feet in front 
of Allan. He gulps in terror. 

ALLAN
Do you think-

AUDIENCE MEMBER
KILL HIM WITH THE WIRE!!

Allan stares at the ground, trapped. With great hesitation, 
he gets up. The audience ROARS WITH APPROVAL.

He takes a step towards Morgan. The audience ROARS again. As 
he walks up behind the seated Morgan, tears form in his eyes.

ALLAN
(Crying)

I’m so sorry, friend.
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MORGAN
(Under his breath)

Do it.

With grisly realism, Allan YANKS the invisible wire over 
Morgan’s neck, and begins sobbing in horror while PULLING 
with all his might. Morgan struggles hard, choking, before 
passing out. The crowd SHRIEKS WITH PLEASURE.

In the wing, Sean, Kendall, and Abbey lock eyes, and NOD.

SEAN
We know what to do.

Sean SWEEPS the scene. What follows is a series of INCREDIBLY 
VIOLENT improv scenarios. Over and over, the improvisers 
MURDER one another with an array of invisible weapons while 
the crowd LAUGHS AND CHEERS like crazy:

-Kendall and Abbey stab one another with machetes

-Sean cuts down Allan with a chainsaw

-Abbey clocks Morgan with a lead pipe, then drags him away

-Allan holds Sean back while Kendall slugs him in the stomach

As he’s being pummeled, Sean glances up at King Rafe, whose 
eyes are fixed on the crowd. He’s nodding ever so slightly.

ANOTHER SCENE LATER

The Scones are all onstage together, stabbing each other with 
daggers until they all fall dead to the ground.

ALL THE SCONES
Annnnd scene.

JOYOUS DOG HOWLS from the crowd. King Rafe walks onstage, 
accompanied by DRUMMING. 

KING RAFE
Oh baby, was that ever fun. Now, 
while we all go home as winners 
tonight, only one of these teams 
can be the real winner. And as we 
know, the losing team...

The audience ROARS, its bloodlust ignited.

KING RAFE (CONT’D)
Ah, you know the rest! Folks, it’s 
not even a contest. Tonight’s 
winner is... Scone of the Dead! 
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LOUD CHEERS. Two SERVANTS enter carrying a silver tray on 
which rests A SINGLE MACHETE. 

Tobey steps forward and lifts the blade. From the six other 
performers, MICHAEL is thrust forward onto his knees. He bows 
his head, bracing for the blow. 

TOBEY
Your characters were a little too 
bold this time, Michael. 

Without hesitation, Tobey brings the blade crashing DOWN. 
THWAK. Blood SPURTS EVERYWHERE. Tobey picks up Michael’s 
DECAPITATED HEAD and displays it for the audience, as if in 
tribute to the ritual itself. 

SEAN
Okay, even I will admit that was 
pretty fucked up.

Ahnoud and Tayne arrive to escort the Scones. 

AHNOUD
Congrats, you just bought 
yourselves another week of life. 
Plus...

(With Tayne, in unison)
New digs!

INT. SLEEPING QUARTERS - COMMUNITY CENTER - AN HOUR LATER

The Scones have settled in to what was clearly once a change 
room, laying on bedrolls spread throughout the space. Kendall 
runs a finger along her stolen machete.

KENDALL
Don’t worry, we’ll get her back.

She stashes it under her pillow. A GUARD appears above her.

GUARD
Someone here to see you.

THE HALLWAY

Kendall steps outside to find Iris standing there, alone. 
Raven is waiting across the lobby area, out of earshot. 
Kendall tries to maintain her anger, but she can’t do it.

KENDALL
You here to congratulate me on not 
getting eaten yet?
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IRIS
I wanted to apologize for earlier. 
I’m scared... and confused.

KENDALL
You’re... confused?

Iris smiles. She KISSES Kendall on the cheek, with just the 
slightest bit of tongue.

IRIS
Mm, you taste good.

(Laughs)
Just messing. See you around, okay?

Kendall feels her cheek tenderly, watching Iris go. Down the 
hallway, Iris and Raven share a PASSIONATE KISS and walk out 
together. Kendall WIPES the kiss with her shirt sleeve.

KENDALL
God dammit.

THE SLEEPING QUARTERS

Morgan puts his glasses away, readying for sleep. Abbey lays 
a hand on his shoulder, crouching beside him.

MORGAN
Oh! Hey.

ABBEY
I was, uh, thinking about what you 
said. I realized, even though I may 
be edible, I’m not disposable. 

They chuckle together. Then they begin to lean closer. Out of 
nowhere, Allan comes right in overtop for a bear hug.

ALLAN (O.S.)
Bring it in, friends.

Allan releases them, and they glance at each other awkwardly. 

ABBEY
Well... gnight.

MORGAN
Gnight. 

Allan goes for Sean and Kendall next with another big bear 
hug. When he lets go, the two are face to face.

SEAN
Good work today. Taking out Morgan 
with that battle axe... clever. 
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KENDALL
Yeah well, I liked your little 
heartfelt speech. Even if you did 
quote from Winnie the Pooh.

SEAN
What the hell does that mean?

KENDALL
Um, that the Disney version sucks.

SEAN
Take that back. Now.

KENDALL
Or what, you gonna hit me?

ALLAN (O.S.)
Everyone, I found a way out!

Allan is pointing at a patch of the concrete wall. He mimics 
DIGGING into the wall with an invisible shovel.

ALLAN (CONT’D)
(Mouthing)

Yes, let’s!

KENDALL AND SEAN
Go to sleep Allan!

END OF ACT THREE
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TAG

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - NIGHT

Under a single streetlamp is Morgan’s KIA FORTE, parked 
against the curb. The streetscape surrounding it is a post-
nuclear wasteland, but the Kia is miraculously untouched. 

A SHADOWY FIGURE emerges from a nearby alleyway. Grey hoodie 
and sweatpants. The hood shrouds their face in darkness. 

They lift their hand, revealing... the CAR KEYS. CHICK-CHICK. 

ANGLE ON: the driver’s side door lock, shooting upwards.

The figure gets in and we hear a KEY TURN. The ignition 
CHOKES. Then, unceremoniously, it SPUTTERS OUT completely.

FIGURE
(From within)

Eco Mode fuel savings my ass.

END OF EPISODE
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